A Kansas Pluteerat.

The boy in the first part of Mr. William
Allen White's story of “A Certain Rioch
Man® (the Macmillan Company) surely
had an excellent time. He playéd in

the Kansas woods when those woods
“were as the Indians had left them.” Of
course not all of Kansas lay under the
shadow of woods. It was the privilege
of John Barclay, this fortunate boy, to
wizzle when he pleased in the sun that
broils the prairie and makes the corn
grow. He had wvaried sport. not un-
mingled with adventure. He played
horse with hickory switches; he watered
the hickory animals at the ford; he kicked
up choking dust as he travelled the stumpy
road; when his natural wounds hurt him
he was at po loss what to do; he plunged

gratefully into the shelter of the under- |
brush in order to adjust the rag on his |

sore heel; he fell asleep under a tree; he
was alarmed at being followed by an
ladian woman; his alarm was needless,
for the Indlan woman was kind; she
brought the wandering boy home to his
mother, who smiled in token that she was
grateful.

This was in 1857. The Abolitionists
came. About the time of the opening of
the school at Sycamore Ridge the news-
paper Freedom's Banner made its stir-
ring appearance. Harper's Weekly, the
Now York Tribune and the Springfield Re-
publican, rivals of Freedom's Banner, in-
vaded the eagerly receptive Xansas fleld.
Mr. Samuel Bowles held strong and in-
fluential intercourse with the prairies.
John's widowed mother (her husband on
his way to Kansas had been slain while
making an abolition speech), a remem-
bering lady from Haverhill, Mass., pres-
ently read Emerson and Dr. Holmes in
the Atlantic MontAly. Little John himself
got to be thoroughly acquainted with
Walden Pond; somewhat less acquainted,
notwithstanding the conscientious influ-
ence of his mother, with Mr, Beecher's
sermons. Philemon R. Ward, from Cam -
bridge, Mass., arrived at the hotel; in his
trousers and undershirt, in the very hot
weather, while he was leading the Kansas
Free Soilers against the Border Ruffians
from Missouri, he was grievously wounged,
Mr. White's powers of representation
are effectively employed to let the reader
know how Kansas bled in those days.
All the men of Sycamore Ridge enlisted
in Philemon R. Ward’s company when the
war broke out. The boy, John Barclay,
concealed himself in a-supply wagon and
sneaked away with the mature warriors.
He was present at the battle of Wilson's
Creek. He saw Gen. Lyon killed. He was
shot in the foot at the age of 11 and in that
bhattle, and he limped always thereafter,

The spirit that is willing to be exhil-
arated but that does not care to be dis-
tressed may wish that the story could
have ended at this glorious point. In
1861 all thq male population of Sycamore
Ridge in Kansas were heroes. There was
no bad man among them at that time,
Alas! the war that ended more than forty

years ago bordered in its conclusion upon !

an era of shocking possibilities The
*trusts” grew up. John Barclay became
a “magnate.” He “cornered” everything.
He was “predatory.” An estimable man
in the bosom of his family, in his publie
aspect he was nefarious because of his
addiction to “the game.” In business be
was utterly heartless He gave “rebates.”

We may glance, notwithstanding their
distressing character, at a few points in
this chief part of the sto Gen. Phile
mon R Ward, the Abolitionist and ideal-
ist, speake regarding his son, who is in
Barclay's employ The old General was
every bit as sturdy as John Brow onoce

upon a time Now, with some suggestion | o was speaking of his friends we always .coribed as

of futility and despair, he says: “Oh, God,
John Barclay, and would you take my
boy, my clean hearted, fine souled boy
whom I have taught to fear God, and
callous his soul with your damned money
making? * * Shame on you, John
Ba. y—shame on you, and may God
(:‘Eyou for this thing, John Barclay!”

y for years had practised instru-
mental music as a pastime. He now, after

listening to the reproaches of Gen. Phile- |

last of his own stirred and awakened con-
science, cannot go on selling to the peo-
ple clay Yor breakfast indefinitely. Our
last thought, as we laid the book down,
was of the safety and the pleasant taste
of ocatmeal,

M= Davidsen’'s Last Poems.

We suppose that “Fleet Street ang
Other Posms” (Mitchell Kennerley) oon-
| tains the last work that the unfortunate
John Davidson accomplished. Several
| London places besides Fleet street- are
celobrated here, as for instance the Lon-
don Bridge and the Liverpool street rail-
way stations, the Crystal Palace and the

Embankment. There are eclogues
that relate, not too closely, to the Feast of
8t. Hilary and to St. Valentine's Day,
and the poet sings in his ingenious way
and with a plentiful exercise of his skill
in phrase of the London fog, of an errant
wasp in London, of the snow and of the

morseless hunter, delighting to pursue
and to slay. Cain could not believe that
the shooking sacrifices of innocent living
oreatures by Abel were acoeptable in
heaven. He sought to prove this to his
brother, whom he loved and wished to
reclaim. He asked for a sign. It wasde-
livered from on high. Cain's offering of
grapes and corn was ignored, but when
Abel slew a bull on his stone altar

Heaven opened and heaven closed: adown the
guilr

Unmeasured and aerial steep of space

A saffron flame. in figure like a frond

The wind inwraps and tapers skywards, fell

Directly on my brother's altar, lapped

The hissing blood as with a hundred tongues,

And, fawning o'er the carcase, burnt it up.

Abel, according to Cain, did not dis-
semble his gratification.

Transfigured by accepiance of the bloed

He split, my brother langhed aloud, and called

Exultantly on God. “Divine destroyer,

Revelier in life and death, let me partake

With Thee!” he cried. Dropping the ivory blade

That broached the creature’s life, before the fire

Had licked the flesh from all the blackened ribs.

He grasped & smouldering handful and scorched
his mouth

With God's accepted sacrifice.

Cain, overwhelmed, conoeived suddenly
a mad idea.
Appalied
To sec a man, my brother, taste the food
OFf savage brutes. my senses falled, my heart
Stwod sull a space; then thundering in my oars
A tide of passion swept me from myself,
A thousand judgments like & gathered storm
Burst in my mind:—"Il God.” I thought, and
selzed
My brotser’s blade, “delights in blood of beasts,
The blood of men should 81l the cup divine
With happiness ineflable.” Straightway
I fung my arm about my brother's neck,
And drove the bloodstained Ivory Shrough his
heart.

| Cain looked then to see heaven open

Iin renewed and enhanced approval, but
| there was dreadfully no further sign.

Mr. Winter's Litorary Friends.
In listening to Mr. William Winter when

\

derived a satisfaction that we know was
| great and that we trust was ’‘nnoocent.
| employed the good old fashioned words
| of laudation. We have loved them be-
causo there no mistaking them and
| because they have always a satisfying
| sound. In his highly interesting hook of
| reminiscences, “Old Friends: Literary
| Recollections of Other Days” (Moffat,
Yard and Company), he speaks of Long-

still of Longfellow: “His statue, acoord-
ing to present design, will be erected in a
meadow opposite to his former home,
overlooking the pleasant river Charles,
which he loved, and which he has ocele-
brated in tender and felicitous song. His
bust, in Westminster Abbey-—the first
monument to an American author ever
placed in that venerable temple—stands
in the Poets' Corner, near to the effigy
of Dryden, and looks across the graves
of Feaumont, Cowley, Denham, Tennyson
ard Browning, to the hallowsl spot where
the dust of Campbell minglas with that
of Sheridan, Henderson, Cumnberland and
Macaulay, and where the remains of Gar-
riok, Doctor Johnson and Heary Irving
slumber side by side.” Let us not over-

g %

Iof “the voluminous and celebrated novel-
ist—he whose effulgent oriticism has, to
| the consternation of the literary world,
| dimmed the shining stars of Scott and
Thackeray.” We must say that this dis-
turbed us. Mr. Winter of course is given
to being downright, but to hear Mr. How-
ells assailed in this manner is as distress-
ing as it is 1o listen to the violences of Mr.
Howells in behalf of Prof. Matthews's
bad spelling.

The Life of Toby, BL P,

Mr. Henry W. Lucy's “Bixty Years in
the Wilderness” (E. P. Dutton & Com-
pany) is an autobiography. The wilder-
| ness of which the title of the book speaks
| is particularly London and the reporters’

"
.
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look the fact that this passage, somewhat I gallery in Parliament. Mr. Lucy, who
formal in its rhetorical flow, as the habit | was born in 1844 or 18456 (he is not certain
of Mr. Winter invariably is when he ad- ' which); became the manager of the Daily

mon R. Ward, went home “and made the |

, whom he intimately k A
great organ soream and howl and bellow | o : g e &

dresses us from a necropolis, is followed
soon by a sharp and antidotal reference,
generous and perfeotly indicative of a
saving humor, to Coventry Patmore's
enlarged name for the poet-—“Long-
windedfellow.”

But if Mr. Winter's laudatory style has
a strong and veneratad quality, his note
of condemnation is apt to be no less clear
and poignant. Of Miss Margaret Fuller,
who as a Transoendentalist was bound to
speak disparagingly of Longfellow, Mr.
Winter says: “She was a clever woman,
of a somewhat tart teamper, and prone to
the peevish ill nature of a discontented
mind. Tn the early days of the New York
Tribune she was a contributor to that
paper and, more or less, to the perplexi-
ties of its eccentric founder, Horace
Greeley. Both Longfellow and his wife
spoke of her to me with obvious though
courteously veiled dislike. 'Her health
wae not robust; she suffered from some
form of spinal disease that caused her
oocasionally to wriggle when seated. She
figures among the writers commemoratad
by the venomous industry of Rufus Wil-
mot Qriswold, and she is chiefly remem-
bered as having perished in ashipwreck
on the southern coast of Long Island.”
That she was not shipwrecked on the
northern coast of that island is proof that
she was not cast away in a Sound steam-
boat; the dignity was hers 16" have gone
down in an ocean “liner,” but the power
of Mr. Winter's paragraph remains the
same. We recall the same bitterpess of
satire in an observation of his noncern-
ing a pair of actors who played Romeo
and Julict. Of these he wrote that they
reminded him of two grasshoppers “pur-
suing their stridulous loves in the hollow
of a cabbage leaf.” It will be seen from
this that Mr. Winter can be hearty in two
manners. He can adore and he can ex-
coriate.

His habit of expression does not enable
him always to picture felicitously the
lighter moods of his friends. Some of the
anecdotes that he relates of Longfellow
and Mr. Aldrich do not convey quite the
happy idea that we think another manner
| of treatment might have secured for them.
| That his veneration of Dickens was not
'rutrdnod and at the same time that he

was willing to treat a steward on & eteam-
ship to some glamour of literary circum-
| atance is shown in an anecdote that is
| related at page 185 of this interesting work.
| Mr. Winter was seeing Dickens off at the
l‘conclmlion of the memorable visit of the
l novelist in 1888. He tells us with loving
detail: *He wore a rough travelling suit
| and a soft felt hat; his right foot was
| wrapped in black silk, for he had been suf-
| fering from gout., and he carried a plain
stick. After he had boarded the steam-
ship, and while he was speaking with the
] captain and other officers, the members
| of our little party assembled in the saloon
| with what he afterward jocosely de-
‘bitter beer intentions.” Soon

| he approached our group and, address-

|ing me, he said: ‘What are you drink-

+ | In his favorable comments he ha always | ing? [ named the fluid, and respo

| ng.mg
to his request filled a tumbler for him.
He shook hands with us all around with
i a grasp of iron, emptied his glass, put it
| on the table, and turned to greet the old
| statesman Thurlow Weed, who had just
then arrived; wheresupon immediately 1
seized that glass and to the consternation
of the attendant steward put it into my
pocket—mentioning as I did so Sir Walter

with rage for two hours.”

Rarclay cheated in his sales to the pub-
lie. The fifty pound sacks of "Barclay's
Best” were systematically twenty-two
ounces short. Every pound package of
his breakfast food was short by three
ounces. His price for crackers was not
reduced, but he gave fewer crackers.
Moreover, a haby died from eating break-
fast food adulterated with earth from his
Missouri clay banks; so a coroner testi-
fied after an autopsy, and a county coro-
ner “was looking for John Barclay.”

Matters came to such a pass that the
plutocrat was made uncomfsrtable. Thus
we read: “Barclay was bheginning to
feel upon him, night and day, the crush-
ing weight of popular scorn. He called
the idea envy, but it was not envy. It
was the idea working in the world, and
the weight of the scorn was beginning
to ecrumple hissoul.” Newspapers, maga-
zines and books “were beginning to ques-
tion the divine right of wealth to rule.”
He had given half a million to a political
party. That party was now in power at
Washington, but it allowed him to whistle
for his money. He expressed his opinion
of this in telephone oonversations with
sundry statesmen. Part of bhis opinion
was conveyed in the strong phrases, ‘i
damned outrage” and “a hell of a note.”

Gen. Philemon R. Ward’s son, Neil, and
Barclay’'s daughter, Jeanette, loved each
other. Neil felt himself bound to testify
to the (Government's inspector the truth
regarding John Barclay. He wrote to
Jeanette: *1 want to bring you an un-
soiled soul.” He was pot pious, he wrote
to Jeanette; he belonged to no church, but
his conscience was not to be resisted
Jeanette accepted her broken heart; she
stuck to her father.

We find John Barclay weeping. But
let us examine those tears. “Are they then
tears of repentance? No, not tears for
the recording angel, mot good, man's
size, soul washing tedrs of repentance,
but miserable, dwarf, useless, self-pity-
ing, corroding tears—tears of shame and
rage for the proud, God mocking, man
cheating, powerful, faithless, arrogant
John Barclay, dealer in the Larger Good.”
Not proper tears,

Boby Hendricks, indirectly one of Bar-
clay's victims, when he was shot by Molly
Brownwell's husband, was found to have
been prepared. He had left *funds to
fight for pure water in the town,” and he
*-d written in regard to tbe impending
#urt proceedings in the matter: *I feel
sure we will win." If he had written
“shall” instead of “will® it would have
baem no harm.

#5hn arclay was cleansed at last. To
his daughter Jeanette we find him saying:
*I've got rid of every dirty dollar I have
on earth.” We may see him and Jeanette
burning securities. The last touch to his
reclamation was afforded when he was
drowned in saving the life of a woman who
was clinging to a tree in “the ourrent o
the swollen river just above the dam.”
That expiring act was unselfish and noble.
Though tragical, it leaves a satisfactory

recalling Longfellow Mr. Winter tells us ' Soott's appropriation of the glass of King
that “a manmorenoble, gentle, lovableand | George IV. at the civic feast in Edinburgh
true never liverd.” This conveys to us an [ jong ago.” We can faintly fancy the
Mr. Winter

,unmuuknb!o impression and it seems to | gmotions of the steward.

us a meritorious way in whieh to speak | gtill has the glass.
of a poet of wholly estimable genius and '
|of & friend. Of a poem of Longfellow's | ig a critic, and we suspect that in the case
Mr. Winter says: “In certain m“"“':u( every critic there is somebody who
and beautiful words, written on a dnyidoe- not love him. When Mr. Howells,
in March, 13635, Henry Wadsworth Long- | we’ suppose with the thought of Boston
fellow hallowed the city of Poriland, | weighing upon him, dropped in at Pfaff's
Me., where he was born, February 27, i dway near Bleecker strest years

1807, and where he passed his youth.” ag0 he failed to be delighted by the com-
Should this observation survive, as we| pany. He said so; and now Mr. Winter,
can well think that it will, it is easy to who was one of the company and who
faney how perhaps a thousand years from | reviews it here in an interesting and de-
lightful manner, speaks with un irony
that is perhaps a little mechanical and
heavy of “the renowned Mr. Howells,”

pow it will All the literary ear and delight |
the historian of that period.

Again in Mr. Winter's book we read,

OF
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A storv of Christ—
in modern environ-
ment. His inti-
mate associates are _
also here, in modern
guise—Peter, John,
Lazarus, Mary Mag-
dalen, etc., and the
principal events of
His life, in modern
parallels. Though
1t is nawhere stated
in the book that
this man, Jesse
Bethel. is the veri-
table Jesus, yet the
reader feels that
it is so, and that
‘His chings are
the ry essence
of Christianity.

SR QY

LA

Mr. Howells, though wonderfully genial, !

| News corps of reporters in Parliament
and the writer of the parliamentary sum-
’, mary-for that paper in 1873, and as “Toby,
M. P.” he has long figured in the pages
of Punch.

He relates vivaciously and humorously
here many incidents of his newspaper
experience. Once he went sailing with
Lord Charles Beresford in the warship
i'M-miﬂoont. which was having a trial trip
|in the Channel. Thoughtfully, for the
reassurance of Mrs. Lucy, Lord Charles
sent a message from the ship saying that
her husband would be home in time for
luncheon. The message was sent by
semaphore, and somehow the name of the
ship got mixed up in it, so that what Mrs.
Lucy read was: “Magnificent Mr. Luoy
will be home to luncheon to-morrow at
1:30." Mr. Lucy is small in stature; it is
only mentally that he is magnificent.

Mr. Lucy has known many distinguished
men and he has had experiences outside
of his particular field. He was sent (o
Halifax when the Princess Louise and the
Marquis of Lorne came to Canada. He
went up in a balloon with Capt. Burnaby.
He was London correspondent for the New
| York Tribure. He was the guest of Sir
Thomas Lipton at one of those yacht races
here in which Sir Thomas failed to “lift
the cup.” He has had letters from Mr.
Howells and Mark Twain and he has talked
with Mr. Choate.

Altogether Mr. Lucy bas had a busy and
a brilliant experience of life. His hook is
interesting.

Lively Outlaw Expericnees. :

The Indians of the far West, Old Sleuth |
{and the Boy Detective would soon lose
| their places in the juvenile heart if Mr.
Albert Sonnichsen's *“Confessions of a
Macedonian Brigand” (Duffield and Com-
papy) were published for half a dime.
Every youth who happens to read the
book will decide at onoe that he must be-
come a little Bulgar boy. The “confes-
sions,” amusing as they are, form but a
short episode in the narrative; it is the
author's own wanderings with his out-
lawed friends that provide the excitement.
There are hairbreadth escapes, lhooun’|
and massacres, not to speak of plundering |
raids, in every chapter. Incidentally Mr. ]
Sonnichsen unravels the threads of Mace-
donian politics enough to ﬂ:ro the reader
a clue to the meaning of “revolutions” and
“outrages.” |

In the jumble of creeds. races, languages
and aspirations in what is now, called
Macedonia certain things must be borne !
in mind. The mass of the popuhtion.'
whatever its real origin may be, and re-
gardless of religion or political affilia-
tions, speaks Bulgarian. Even those who
call themselves Greeks and follow the
Orthodox Church know little Greek as a
rule. Over all are, or were, the military
authorities, supposed to preserve order,
who are Turks and employ the regular
troops, which are denoted in the book by
the term “asker.” The Greek Church is
! recognized by the Turkish Government
! and in every community the Greeks, who
are those connected with the Church, and
the Bulgars, who seem to be the rest,
live side by side and hate each other like |
poison. Mr. Sonnichsen speaks through- !
out of Bulgars, apparently to distinguish |
those of Macedonia from Czar Ferdi-
nand’s Bulgarians. When Greek and Bulgar
have a row the Greek priests who rule
their organization make use of armed
adherents known as “andari.” If they
are the weaker they call in the Turks to
put down the Bulgars. These have a
'vilh.o militia armed for their own de-
| fence
.The Bulgar politicians who wish to
overthrow the Turkish rule have an
| elaborate geographical organization with
fcontrul committees and provincial and
| district leaders. They are naturally out-
side the luwand each leader has a body-
guard, called a “cheta.” Unfortunately
they are divided among themselves, one
party looking to an independent, social-
| ist Macedonia, the other to annexation
to Czar Ferdinand's Bulgaria, but both
are dependent on Bulgaria for their sup-
plies of arms and ammunition, for the#r
money and for a refuge from Turkish
pursuers. All parties prefer fighting to
discussion.

The tedium of the Bulgar peasant's
life is relieved by frequent attacks on
himself or his village by the armed repre-
sentatives of any of these partics. There
are besides Albanians and other pilferers,
and he is not averse to private shooting
of his own, but this hardly counts. He
has learned to distinguish by the sound
of the rifle shots whether asker, andari
or friendly or hostile cheta is approaching
and whether he must expect the exters
mination of his village or may have some
chanoe ol.fighting back. In the intervals
he farms his land and tends his flocks.
It was among these people that Mr. Son-
nichsen spent seven adventurous months
in 10086.

He had become intimate in Bulgaria
with the “patriot” Bulgars, those striving
for the independence of Macedonia, but
though in his narrative he takes the point
of view of his friends, he tells what hap-
pened with perfect frankness and leaves
his readers to judge whether they should
be called brigands ornot. He disappeared
suddenly from Salonika, leaving the im-
pression that he had been kidnapped or
murdered, and joined a band of outlaws,
which passed him on to others. His wan-
derings in the swamps and mountains,
pursued by Turks or Greeks, his dodging
the plots of the rival Bulgar factions
in Monastir and other places is a romance |
of adventure that throws fiction in the
shade and that loses nothing from the way
Mr. Sonnichsen tells it.

Toward the end he met one of Miss
Stone's captors, whose story is extremely
entertaining. The cause of the kidnap-
ping was the patriots' pressing need of
money which her ranson would provide.
The story is told humorously, for the ban-
dit was fully aware of the difference in
point M view between himsell and his
viotim. He expatiates on the trouble the
missionary caused him and his friends;
these “superstitious chetniks,” by the way,
included a lot of school teachers, a doctor
who hid studied in Paris and a man who
discussed Ibsen with the author. They
tried to bluff her as they did the authori-
ties, but the brigand confesses: “Bluff
pever pays, nor were we used tobluff. Wa
tried to keep it up. But what can you de
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By HAROLD BELL
*“The Shepherd of the Hills"’

A Realistic Story of C

q The Calling of Dan Matthews
while differentin treatment and
style from the author's earlier
works, is a combination of the
wonderful “motive power" of
That Printer of Udell's and the
beautiful “story power" of The
Shepherd of the Hills, in one
vital thrilling life-giving force
of "thought power." out of
which “the ministry of daily
life" is the all-compelling in-
centive that grips the life and
determination of its readers,

THE

able woman glaring at you? Once she
made a sudden move with her umbrelia—
she always carried that umbrella—and
her Bible and the old bonnet—well, it may
have been very imaginative on my part,
that move with the umbrella, but | stum-
bLled backward through the doorway of
the hut, to sa~~ my dignity. But I didn't
save much of it." “She wouldn't allow

injunction, you know, but so: ‘Have you
human hearts, or have you absolutely no
regard for helpleas women?' In a shrill
voice, you know. You wouldn't smoke in
her presence after such a scene.” San-
daoski, the “Good Man,” to whom Mr,
Sonnichsen attributes the formation of the
plot, was shot a few days ago at Salonika.
The money all went to the patriot com«
mittee. The author is able to print most
of the names of the revolutionists he met
in ﬁ,gl. because nearly all were killed dur-
ing his expedition or before his book ap-
peared.

An unusual, exciting and thoroughly
entertaining book.

Sammer Fletion.

A pretty story is told lightly and deli-
cately by Netta Syrett in “A Castle of
Dreams” (A. C. McClurg and Company,
Chicago). A negleoted little Irish girl
is brought up on fairy legends in a pic-
turesque old oastle’ and educated by a
derelict scholar. She plays mischiev-
ously on the fears of a house party of
London guests who have shown that they
think her mad and secures the right
lover for herself. Not very original in
plot, perhaps, and with same exaggera-
tion in the minor characters, but the
charm is in the telling. The characters
stand out, the conversation is natural,
the people are pleasant, and the desorip-
tions of nature sincere. It is a relief to
read a simple story of a captivating girl
with no soul problems and no sociologi-
cal questions to spoil it.

The dramatic moment when his past
iniquities are about to recoil on the chief
villain and his accomplices has been
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q Big Dan, that manly man of
convictions: Hope Farwell, so
delightfully refreshing: the old
Doctor, true philosopher and
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selected by Mr. Fred M. White for the
beginning of his story “Scales of Justice”
(John E. Kearney, New York). Many
strange things happen, therefore, in a
short space of time and various mys-
teries are selved after the respectable
people have been properly harrowed.
The reader will share their disgust at
finding that they have been dealing with
vulgar thieves. Tha social customs of
Virginians as described by the author
add excitement to his tale, for they will
astonish the English and wiJl be new to
Americans. Butitisnot for ethnography
that Mr. White's stories are read.

When an Indian rajah of boundless
wealth and a suave London society man
combine in theundoing of a British maiden
many curious things must be done to
save her, as Mr. Hendon Hill demon-
strates in *A Traitor's Wooing” (John E.
Kearney.) Among these is the stopping
of the turbine engines of a forty knot
piratical yacht by the dumping into them
of a bucketful of cinders wielded by an
abducted draper’s assistant, who is a
forceful young woman. The “hero is
repulsive notwithstanding his penitence,
and the story is not partioularly good
even of ita kind, but it can be read.

1t might be expected that if the author
of the “Tales of Mean Streets” endeavored
to be funny his humor would be_rather
ponderous, like that of the old time

Continued on Eighth Page.
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uessing to the Very Last

Folks

By Besste R. Hoover

Here is no striving after grept
effects, but the tale is as sw
as the first dreams of ‘youn
love, as simple as the uncos
scious caress of a little child;
one believes in it as one believ
in the affection of his mother. *
It has to do with the ordina
people of every day lif
people whom Lincoln said “G
must have loved, because' Hi
made so many of them.” [
fun they get out of life—fi
spiced with little trouble . A
fine and wholesome. - And §
delicate humor and dewy f
ness of it~—that's what m
so irresistibly delightful. - It
first book. :

Jason
By Justas Miles Forman »

“Ripping” is the word
was made to describe this
novel of Mr. Forman's—by sll
odds his best. ‘This is justth
time of year to read it too, B¢

1

o«

2

is a bit of a detective sto
'a chivalric love interest tha
all heart and no probl The
scene is the Paris of to-d “':
Mr. Forman knows his ‘Par
An impressionable Frenchmas
talls in love with a cool-hea
American girl, whase
brother, after a quarrel, dis
Eears. The hero takes :
imself the task of finding the"
lad. There are cight pictup
such as only Hatherell, RS
makes. T

The Men of .

the Mountair
By S. R. Crochett e

A sturdy soldier story, %

straight soldier humor
oodly share of soldier .Ja¥s
| The chapters go by like « pay
'cession, when fl fly,
drums beat, and the hearts
|all keep time. “The Year T
'rible” of the Franco-Pr

|War is the setting, with-
'fighting men covering the
‘Swiss valleys. The young h
sets his face against war
goes about unarmed-—but
ways mysteriously prot
When the story opens

o v

he b |
abaut to be shot. There is's
do}ble battle of hearts here toa

Jonathan

and David
| By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps

A story of a dog—a dog and |
a man—sweet and true . and
misty with happy tears.  Jon-
athan, very poor, has as
only possession a dog. One
day the village collector comes
to claim taxes for the d
which his owner cannot
Heartbroken, old Jonathan
knows that the crisis has come.
The rest is almost a ol
experience in its tender reality.

Henry
Hudson

By Thomas A. Janvier = =

A Brief Statement of ﬁ 3
Aims and His Achicvemegnts,
to which is added a Newly Dig-
covered Partial Record, gow
first published, of the T K
the Mutineers by whom he and
others were abandoned to théi
' Fate. Ve

;The .
Inner Shrine &
and A
Katrine

Since their publication in
spring these books—now !
autumn has come—are stijlee-
ported by the booksellers of.the
country as the best sellin
novels. A remarkablée reto
based on their merit. :
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